IN YILDIZ  KIOSK                        II

" See what he wants, Meste Alem," said the Sultan
to his companion.

The child took a paper from his enormous Highness,
and carried it to the Sultan, who glanced at the seal
before accepting it, to see if the wax had melted. It had
done so, which was a proof that it had passed through
the disinfecting oven ; otherwise he would have refused
to break it. Microbes were his second obsession: assassins
the first.

The document was an official report from Salonika,
whose tenor disturbed him greatly. He forgot the eunuch,
forgot Mest6 Alem (she had hoped for much from that
evening) and remembered only to light another cigarette.

Who was this Major Niazi Bey, who had looted four
thousand medjidiehs* from a battalion treasure-chest (leav-
ing a receipt therefor and an insolent declaration that
he was taking up arms on behalf of reforms for Moslems
and Christians alike) and gone blustering and gallivanting
away to the hills of Resna with a couple of hundred
soldiers and brigands ? The latest news from Macedonia
was that this Niazi and a certain Enver Bey had set up a
government on their own account. Should they be en-
ticed to the Palace for the usual bowstring and cup of
poisoned coffee, or could they be more conveniently
blotted out in the mountains of Albania ?

His spies had moved clumsily, damn their livers, and
their reports to him had been nothing but lies. Their in-
structions had been to arrest the officers of the Third Army
Corps in Macedonia who belonged to a secret society
called the Committee of Union and Progress. Instead of
doing so, they cowered in the bazaars of Salonika, afraid